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Welcome Home 


Author's Notes: 
this is the first story i dared to send my beta Elenna. She translated it for me. Thank you, Elennal :) 


"Welcome home," Slash greeted him sarcastically when Izzy returned home after some hours out and saw the 


chaos made in his absence. 


He had spent the afternoon outside to clear his head. He had had a fight with Axl again because he had dared 
mentioning a possible exit from the band, and had afterwards left the house to avoid Axl's outburst of fury. 
Now he was already sorry for his words. 


Standing in the doorway, he looked around. Most of the furnishing had fallen prey to Axl's fury. Not that 
they'd have much furnishing, but the chairs and the couch table Izzy had hauled into the house with Steven 
only short time ago were broken 

The only things basically unharmed were the couch that Slash was sitting on like the only survivor of a 


shipwreck and - to Izzy's astonishment - the television 


"Where is he?" Izzy asked. 


‘In your bedroom," Slash said without taking his eyes off the television, "and | should probably mention that he 


looks like a lemon on two legs." 
"What do you mean?" Izzy asked, irritated. 


"Go and see for yourself," Slash answered and shot him a quick look. "And if this is a new fetish, | want no part 


in it," he added. 

Izzy didn't really want to face Axl. The last weeks had been very demanding, with Axl's moods getting worse 
and Izzy having less and less energy to give in after a fight. But still he could hardly bear not making up with 
Axl the same day. It was this that made him head for the bedroom at last. 

He came to a stop in front of the door and took a deep breath. Even though it was his own room, he knocked. 
A tired "fuck off" answered him. So the worst was over. 

"Open the door, Billy," Izzy said, unfazed. 

Muffled by the door, a barely audible "get lost" answered him. 

Izzy twisted the knob and was surprised when the door opened. Axl hadn't locked himself in. 

First, he took a look around to see whether his furnishing was still in one piece. An old bed and an ugly 
wardrobe. All in place. Also his guitar stood unharmed next to the bed. So Axl had raged himself out in the 
living room. 

Axl was sitting on the bed his back to Izzy, but his stance alone told that he was miserable. He had pulled the 
sheets over his back like a cloak, sitting hunched over. The hair on the back of his head was matted, so Izzy 
concluded that Axl had slept in his bed 

He slowly approached him but when Axl turned around, he stopped short. All he saw was "yellow". Axl was 
wearing one of Izzy's shirts and unfortunately, he had decided for his yellow one. Together with his almost 
white skin and the red hair it was so bright, it almost hurt the eyes. It was totally wrinkled and much too wide 
at the shoulders and, to make matters worse, it was also buttoned up wrongly. As if that wasn't bad enough, 


Axl had also put on Izzy's yellow leather trousers. 


After the first seconds of horror, Izzy could hardly keep the grin off his face and managed just so when he 
looked into Axl's face. He looked completely exhausted, but tried very hard to make an angry face. 


Izzy joined him on the bed. 


"What do you want?" Axl asked in a low voice. 


My sunglasses, flashed through Izzy's mind, but he said: "To apologize." He cleared his throat. "I'm sorry for the 


argument." 

"Me not," Axl blurted and to Izzy's astonishment it sounded sincere. He exhaled in frustration. For a moment, 
neither said anything, then Axl slowly turned to him. Izzy expected the fight to begin anew, but to his surprise, 
all anger had vanished from Axl's face. His eyes were swollen, the face sweaty and pale. 


Izzy let his eyes rest on his face and said calmly. "You let the TV live." 


Axl looked at him, first with surprise, then with amusement. "The stupid series you enjoy so much is on 


Tonight," he said finally. 
This time, Izzy could not help the grin. He smiled forgivingly at him. 


Axl fell back into his role, and shrugged nonchalantly, which just made it even more obvious how badly the 


yellow shirt fit his body. 
"Slash is afraid this is some fetish," Izzy said and tugged at the sleeve falling over Axl's hand. 


‘Its not," Axl said quietly and looked away, offended. Izzy almost thought Axl would manage to get worked up 


again, but he just blinked several times and gave him a challenging look. 


Izzy knew what this meant, and slowly bent over to him until their lips almost met. He felt Axl's warm breath 
on his mouth and pressed his lips on his, quickly and innocently. Quietly, lips still Touching slightly, he said: "I 


forgive you." 
"But | don't forgive you," Axl answered immediately, grinning cheekily against Izzy's mouth. 


Axl let out a breath of audible relief. He opened his mouth for a deep kiss, licked swiftly and gently over Izzy's 
upper lip and closed his eyes. Izzy opened his mouth and pressed his lips on Axl's. When their tongues touched, 
Izzy felt arousal surge up inside him. For a while, they kissed slowly and lazily until Axl moaned almost 


obscenely. They parted hesitantly. 


Izzy felt drunk and Axl seemed to feel the same way: His cheeks were flushed and his look dazed. His mouth 
glistened wetly, making Izzy moan quietly. Axl's dirty grin told him he knew exactly what he was thinking. 


Izzy's eyes travelled down the clothes Axl had put on and he let his gaze rest on his crotch. An obvious bulge 
showed under the leather trousers. Izzy laid his hand on it and slowly stroked over it with his thumb, applying 
slight pressure. Axl shivered and looked at him almost feverish, lips parted. 


| was only gone for a short time," Izzy said eventually, pointing with his chin to the shirt Axl had put on. 


Axl looked down at himself and nodded shortly. 


"For the next argument, look for clothes that go with each other," Izzy said with enough warmth in his voice 


to not unnecessarily embarrass him. 


"I just took what was lying on the floor," Axl said as if that explained why he had put on Izzy's clothes in the 
first place. 


Izzy knew it anyway. "| missed you too," he whispered and saw the broad smile growing on Axl's face. 


Axl carded his right hand through Izzy's dark hair. Then Izzy crossed his legs, making himself more 
comfortable on the bed. 


Axl only hesitated for a moment before sitting in his lap. 


